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cows/5 It was a terrible and ghastly sight, an Arya
drinking human blood. Nobody dared to interfere
with him and many ran away in fright, believing he was
a veritable Rakshasa. Such was the vengeance which
Bhima and Arjuna took upon those who had tormented
and insulted the noble queen of the Pandavas on the
day when the disgraceful game at dice was played in
Hastinapura 13 years before.
Plunged in grief Duryodhana returned to his camp,
His  army had  nearly been   destroyed and   his   best
generals had fallen.    His cause seemed almost hopeless
to every man and Kripacharya thought it was his duty
to address him a few words of advice.    He requested
him to propose peace to Yudhishthira who would, even
in his ascendancy, relinquish his rights of success and
give him half the kingdom  as before.   Every man's
life was dear to him, and there was nothing dishonour-
able if Duryodhana now saved his life and the lives of
thousands of his soldiers who were still left to him.
The reply of Duryodhana was typical of a proud and
honourable Aryan : <c How shall I, having stood at the
head of all the princes, live to enjoy a kingdom by the
sufferance of Yudhishthira?  I have offended the Panda-
vas most grievously.    Shall I now go to them and ask
to be pardoned ? Happiness is not everlasting in this
world, and the kingdom, if gained by me, will not for ever
last.    Everlasting is fame and for that I will even die.
Moreover a Kshatriya ought not to die on a bed in his
house.    His death-bed is the battle-field.   My grand-
father Bhishma is dead and so is Drona, Kama, Jaya-
dratha and others.    How shall I live now and what